CHAPTER V
EXCITEMENT
AN open car dashes from the sea through the light summer night towards the city. In wide curves it sweeps round the port and leaves it, making for the capital. In wide curves the thoughts of its occupant in full dress circle round the port and the two ships on which farewells, accompanied by many promises, have just been exchanged. He sees the national ship send a farewell rocket into the air; sees the gleaming foreign cruiser answer, as it steers slowly westward, making for the Finnish gulf.
For now we are before the gates of Petersburg, and this is the Foreign Minister of the Tsar, who, after four days' brilliant feasting and serious discussions, has just bidden farewell to his ally, the President of France. Blurred like the houses on either hand, the pictures of these last days flit by him. He cannot hold them fast, his memory rushes on like the rushing car. Sazonov thinks:
'Curiously cool, the public was. I wonder whether the Frenchmen realised that the cheering was all ordered beforehand? I wonder whether they noticed that the workmen were singing revolutionary songs and waving red handkerchiefs ? I wager their pockets were full of stones. What could one do? Could one treat the Frenchmen to a massacre? His Majesty behaved well; nobody noticed how his guest'sfwpretentions irritated him; the man behaved, more like\a monarch than an ordinary businesslike fresidenti:The affair^at the reception of the Diplomatic Corps was really too tactless 1 This good Poirtcard ought to have felt that he was a guest here, and .-Hot in a position to snub a foreign Ambassador: "Do not forget, Tour Excellency^ Serbia has friends in the world who will not leave her in the Iftrch" All well and good, but that
68in has been committed, in silent admonition.
